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nearest the wall on the creaky bed behind the
fireplace, where Marke was waiting to snuggle
down tightly beside her. Eeva let it happen,
though she didn't much like it.

From the porch came the sound of hasty foot-
steps. The cupper-woman went into the master's
room, then into the bakery, opened the door to
the living-room and was off again. A male
child had already arrived in the world and had
been bathed and swaddled. While the cupper-
woman was fetching a basket, the mother made
the sign of the cross over its chest with her hand,
muttering a mixture of prayer and incantation.
Then with a sigh she lay down again, in her
mind and limbs an unaffected sense of happiness
and languor. In those moments fear and exer-
tion were absent; for a space she could be
alone with her child in the silence of the bath-
house.

A mysterious being one hour old breathed
audibly in its basket in the Nikkila bath-house on
the eve of Michaelmas Saturday in a remote
dark corner of the earth sixty years before the
Red Rebellion. Not a very propitious hour to
be born in, if not specially unpropitious; the
circumstances were common enough.

In the living-room Eeva wakened to the
sound of her father stumbling towards his bed.
She woke up a second time to hear him grumbling

about something until a voice from the bed near
c